7*            THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

To her settle then far'd she; was the feast of

the choicest,

The men drank the wine nothing wotting of weird,
The grim shaping of old, e'en as forth it had gone
To a many of earls; sithence came the even,
And Hrothgar departed to his chamber on high,
The rich to his rest; and aright the house warded
Earls untold of number, as oft did they erewhile.
The  bench-boards  they  bar'd them, and there

they spread over
With  beds  and  with   bolsters.     Of the  beer-

skinkers one                                                1240

Who fain was and fey bow'd adown to his floor-
rest.
At their heads then they rested their rounds of

the battle,
Their board-woods bright-shining.    There on the

bench was,

Over the atheling, easy to look on
The battle-steep war-helm, the byrny be-ringed,
The wood of the onset, all-glorious.    Their wont

was

That oft and oft were they all yare for the war-tide,
Both at home and in hosting, were it one were it

either,

And for every such tide as their liege lord unto
The need were befallen : right good was that folk.